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streets are grey and violet, we smile and become
normal Londoners again.
Another point of change, on which country
visitors do not agree with me, is that of noise.
The London of to-day is, I maintain, far less
noisy than the London of my boyhood. I am
constantly being challenged on this, but I stick
to it. The volume of noise may be greater, but
it is less cruel in its effect upon the ear than the
old discordant noise. We have a concerted drone
in place of random artillery. In those days we
had vehicles of all sorts, paving of all sorts, vocal
outcries of all sorts, each type making its particu-
lar noise in its own key and at its own pitch.
Three horse-drays going uphill on cobble-stones,
under the vociferous encouragement of their
drivers, could make more teeth-grinding and
ear-splitting noise than four motor-buses assisted
by an electric drill. The motor-buses and the
electric drill, by sheer power, cancel each other
out, and become as a roll of drums, where the
other noise was as oj: children playing with fire-
irons and coal-scuttles. A traffic-block to-day
is just a traffic-block. It disentangles itself by
the waves pf a policeman's hand or a flashing
light. Formerly it disentangled itself by forty
solo voices yelling forty unrelated recitatives in
forty different keys. When two buses or drays
locked each other's wheels around the Bank you
had turmoil or clamour for some minutes.